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' A-Serial of a Country Girl Who Seeks
Happiness in the Maelstrom
of the Metropolis.

'/ THE ACTION SO FARA

Hester Bevins, an attractive
girl left an orphan in a &mall
town, refuses to marry Jerry New-
combe, & fine young chap who has

loved her, and goes to New
'ork to win success, She becomes
mcquainted with & millionaire,
&l‘h‘ G. Wheeler, and figures
in gay parties. BShe orders a $22,-
900 coat but Wheeler objects and
suggests a trip to a watering
place near, her old home. She
goes to Demopolis, sees Jerry and
- agaln refuses to marry him,
though he knows abouttgle:-hnro in
the city. Jerry goes @ WAar
and comes back wounded. Hester
goes to see him and learns he has
only & few weeks to live. Bhe is
overcome. BShe tells Kitty, who
asked her if she's really in love
with Jerry. BShe fights out the
problem with herself.

(“Back Pay” has been made
into photoplay by Cosmopolitan
Productions; direction of Frank
Borzage; scenaria by Frances
Marion. It will be released as a
Paramount pictuare.)

Soreen Version Novelized

ERRY fumbled and produced the

gold band hanging by a cord
around his neck; something
mthetic, this wnshaking faith In

-

p echo from the pulpit at Demopo-
lis; “faith, hope, and charity, and
the greatest of these is charity.”

“I've got a little flat, Jerry—
Just blg enough for you and me.
The doctors are going to let me
take you away—where I can be
with you all the time—"'

“Hester—all the time, how won-
derful.”

“We're going % fix you up in
no time, Jerry, dear—""

“l was thinking we'd have some
fine walks back home—in the
woods—it'll be like seeing things
twice—once as 1 remembered them
and now as you see them——" -

The doctor came into the roopa—
the chaplain waa introduced; two
nurses stood waliting.

No church more solemn as the
minister read the marriage
service,

No man and woman kneeling
before an altar more impressive
than this filgure of a wounded
hero propped up by plllows, hold-
ing the hand of this woman re-
deemed through his love for her.

No answer ever more solemn
than the replies to the questions:

“Wilt thou have this woman
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Ovwer: and ='¢pn¢ with ;" ma
wife; left to theromelyes; & b
smile on Jergy's fageys m of
goodness, of purity im the heart of
Hester, ) ¢
s Very tenderly thepycarried
out; very tenderly they put him
in the big car—Charlea G. Wheel-
er's car—and drave him to the
flat of two reooms;, to the apart-
ment on the drive.

Hester beard him say on
way: “They never had ambulances
that rode as easy as this in
France.” y

She made ro reply. P

He was carried to the flat and
placed in a bed, the lke of which
he had never slept In before; and
he sensed space roominess.

He spoke of it; “It's awful kind
of you to take me here. Hester—
to'this little place, it feels big—"

“The windows are open,” she
stammered—"you're near an open
window."”

“Ah, that's it—but it doesn't

ithe -

b

Jerry dear—I'll ¥ ‘doing it bye
and 'bye, but‘ not -'while yeu're
MF—' . L I--

“I was hoping you'd say that—
you 'want to be with me, that's’it.”
, Wheeler telephoned.

* ““8o you went and did it? On the
Q. T.'I hope.”

*Yes, on the Q. T.”

“That's right—queerest thing 1
ever heard of—but it's all right;
never happened to me
it's in a-good cawuse—say Hanfer,
get the best speclalists for him—
joke on me if he pulled through—
s0 long—oh; I forgot, send the
bills to me—""

On the Q. T. Could one casf -oft
the old life and start the new on
the Q. T.? Hester was troubled,
but the troubles of Jerry obscured
her own for present; she was
content to watch and serve.

Days went—Kitty called—turned
a startled look on her when she
learned the truth. *“Gee, wouldn't .
the papers like to get hold of this,
but you're all right kid—it's some-:
thing to think about—anything' is'
better than this rotten game—and
you looking at the river all the
time—fine idea, apartment fasing

Wer. to be thy wife?"” matter as long &8 you're here— | .. river—suggestive—and  so
“You've always carried it, walt- “Wilt thou have this man to be but you mustn't do too much for handy.” ..
ihg for me?” thy husband?" ' v me—you do your ewn cooking?"
“Always,” she heard like an  No ceremony more touching ~  Hester Tells Wheeler That She Wants to Marry Jerry. i Oh, Do, don't you worry now— b (Continued Tomerrow.)
_

AND NOT SHOWING

*
Whe Occuples a Unique Position
in Writing World as an Author-
ity on the Problems of Girls.

RS. CARTER loves her hus-

band. Bhe is unhappy, if

he's kept out late on busi-

ness. .She stays In the city all

summer because he hates to com-

7 mute, and she can’'t bear to be

separated from him. BShe is al-

ways tellilng anyone who will

listen what a wonder Roy is and

what a lucky woman she was to
get him.

But when the Carters go out to
dinner everyone is made uncom-
fortable by the way she watches
to see that he uses the right
fork, and her nervous misery
while he's telling a story and her
‘way of correcting him for all
sorts of unimportant little lapses
no one would notice if the de-
voted wife didn’t throw them up
in the limelight of her eagerness
o keep her Roy up to her
standard for him.

Nothing Roy Carter does ever
satiasfies his devoted wife and
she tells him so from morning
to night. She can't stop nagging
and correcting and fault-finding
Yet she lovea Roy and she'd go

h tortures if he were to
look at another woman.

And there's Frank Mason. His
mother is a sweet old lady and
he's the Iutl to deny':'tj, l;l:t ltm
is always pleading r to
wWear te hats instead of
the funny little turbans in which
she feels perfectly at home. And
he never ceases reminding her
whit a wonderful cook Mrs.
Jones is.

Sometimes when Frank brings
a couple of chaps home with him
unannounced and mother has
gotten herseif into a flurry of
.nervousness through trying to get
up a dinner that will do Frank

he sits all through it ral-
the old lady on the fact

t she's so bent on saving his
money that she just won’'t have
a mald who'd know how to do
things.

And there’s Ben Btillwell. His

P

LOVING TOO WELL

t By Beatrice Fairfax.

IT IN RIGHT WAY.

she has brains and charm
there are plenty of
make her a charming addition to
any party. But Ben never takes
his wife anywhere without apolo-
gizing for the things she can't do,
as if they were all any woman
could have to recommend her.

All of us know folks who never
stop correcting those they love.
Of cours«<, we know the old say-
ing:

‘“Praise thy friend publicly; re-
buke him privately.”

But do we know how important
it is?

I'd even go a step further and
say:

“Praise thy friend for what he
does well. Keep silent on what he
coes {1.”

It isn’t flattery that proves love.
But surely constant fault-finding
almost disproves it.

It is because we have a high
standard for those we love that we
feel disappointed when they fall
below it. We want the best from
those we most love. We almost
demand {t. But how often do we
fail their ideals of us?

It isn't the mother who is al-
ways crying “don't"” to her chil-
dren who brings them up to have
the finest standard. Nothing nega-
tive is so constructive as the posi-
tive attitude. It is by finding the
things children do well and making
them see how Important these
may become that the best ideals
evolve,

We all llke praise. We all enjoy
the feeling of real accomplish-
ment. We want our own
honest approval and that of those
for whom we care, Ye we hold to
a policy of blame gand correction
and nagging—and then we wonder
why the love that once kindled at
our glance responds so slowky to
the sweetness which has often
proved to be a pot of crackling
thorns,

Have a high ideal for the man
you love. Hold him to it/ But do
this by showing your joy in his
best—not by stressing his blundera
until he begins awkwardly and
miserably to wonder if he can ever

and

wife can't dance or play golf, but

do anything to suit you.

things to

A cape
of swagger

Spring days.

is one of the new things
Paris sends us for early

One of a hundred-and-one
new things—suits, hats,
sports clothes, frocks,
gowns—shown in the
February lepe:; Bazar
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By, Arthur Stringer
Well-Known Author and Novelist
of Country-Wide Reputation.

TORROW had difficulty, in
S fact, in finding a suitable
housekeaper., For the first
two months, indeed, he had en-

dured an old Englishman and his

wife, each equally addicted to gin
and each equally capable, when
under fts influence, of prolonged
and nolsy combat.

The cooking was far from ac-
ceptable, the disorder of the house
increased, and the projected work
on orchards and buildings and the
fences fel! far behind schedule.
After dismissing the gin-soaked
combatants from Pine-Brae, Stor-
row lived quite alone for a few
weeks. But this effort at “batch-
ing if)"" as the vernacular of the
countryside phrased such experi-
ences, proved neither desirable nor
profitable.

When a neighbor told Storrow of
an orphan girl “up the lake’ whose
mother and father had been drown-
ed crossing the ice to Pelee Island,
he journeyed to the farmer who
was giving the unfortunate girl
temporary harborage, in the hope
that she might be suitable as a
housekeeper.

When he learned that she was
still a mere girl of twenty, how-
ever, he was disposed to let the
matter drop. But her temporary
guardian entertained no such
qualms.

“She's a good girl, is Crystal
Cantwell,”” the younger man was
assured, "a girl who's always kept
to herself, sir, with no nonsense
about men-folks. Bhe's quiet-
thngued, sir, and as willin’ a
worker as you'd wish, and not the
kind to be botherin' a young
rentleman who's not disposed to
be botherin' with her!"

Btorrow, as he waited while the
girl was being summoned into his
presence, seemed to find the room
touched, not so much with the
atmosphere of the slave-market,

Do You Know—

The framework of ‘n ghip re-
sembles the skelaton of a herring.
Persia has no old malds.

Banknotes are sald to have
been used in China nearly 5,000
years ago.

Policemen and others who walk
or stand a good deal are very
subject to flat-foot.

The hat worn by women in
4000 B, C. is stated to be very
similar to models worn today.

By turning out the toes, you
throw the weight of the body on
the instep, with bad effects,

The most treacherous animals
to deal with in captivity are said
to be jaguars and black panthers.

Decayed teeth, a sign of tooth.
ache, have been found In a skull
thousands of years bid, thus prov-
ing that this allment s “not a
modern one due to eclvilization.

Amerijcan typists are sald to
surpass those of Great Britain,
largely owing to the fact that
they learn the “touch’ wystem,
whereby the eyes never rest on

the keyboard.

T

The Wine of Life

but more with the calloused and 4

careless materjalities of the stock-
yard.

And the impression was in no
way diminished when Crystal
stepped, silent and embarrased,
through the door. B8he stood,
after one, quick and comprehen-
shve glance at him, with her eyes
fixed on the floor, blushing rose-
red as torrow reiterated his
doubts as to the expediency of a
woman S0 young assuming con-
trol of his household.

She Arrives.

“That woman, sir, is one In «
hundred,” proclaimed the Legren
of the invisible auction-block
And stlil again the younger man
studied the girl with the waves
of rose-color confusing her slight-

b ly averted face. The (first

im-
pression she gave him was one
of heaviness, of rustic timidity.
The exposed skin of her neck
and arms was & butternut brown,/
and the mouth was undeniably
large, just as the lps carried a

line of u ble sensitiveness
It was only her and her
eyes, at thilf [firet\ ins

which seemed attractive to *him.

Her hair, bleached by the open
sun from a hagel nut hue to al-
most the tint of Roman gold,
gave him the impression of some
thing tawny and untamed, with
a look of desert vastness in her
face.

He noticed as he questioned
her, that she did not speak quick-
ly, and assumed that things
would seldom stir her acutely.

By Ann Lisle
Whose Present Serial Has Scored a
Big Popular Success,

T Mabel Storra’ words 1 gasp-
A ed and found myself sud-
denly so dizzy that I could
hardly steady my hand on the
steering wheel of the car. Even the
thought that my poor little prodi-
gal father hadn't done Jim a bit of
harm fairly made my heart sing.

The struggle between my love
for Jim and my sense of falrness
to Dad Lee has at times been ter-
ritic. 1 could never be quite sure
whether I wanted to discredit my
father because I wasn’t proud of
him and wished to get rid of him,
or if I wished him gone because I
feared him.

“You don't think that my father
is & menace to Jim?" 1 asked
breathlessly. *“Of course, I'm not
suggesting that he would conscl-
ously be anything of the sort—but
1 mean aren't you afraid of how
Dick's shrewdness employs—a tired
and devoted old man?”

‘““Not the least in the world!" she
laughed throatlily. “The point
where I'd llke to pick up Dicks
trail is at the time of which I told
you when he stole the claim be-
longing to Ramon and Rosa Cor-
dova. I want to know just what
he did with that paper. He suc-
cessfully filed a claim and bascd
his whele career on theft—it gives
us a definite asldelight on his—
methods And it also suggests why
one of those Cordovas is now in
fighting along with Mr, Harrison.

“Perhaps there's still some way
of proving prior rights to a rich
oil fleld. Perhaps there's a search
on for the missing documents, Of
course, I'm only guessing, but I've
an idea that Dick did file the claim
—that his title's defective some-
how and for thls reason instead
of from mere hatred for your hus-
band, he's been using all sorts of
methods to have work stopped
down there and 4 gusher dammed
up so that the whole property
looks only good enough to sell at
auction to the highest bidder."”

"“We ought to get word to Jim!"
I cried. "We must get word to
him. I wonder if he's down in the
oll country? I wonder if I couldn’t

No,"” she sald
curtly, “You of all people musn't
go down there. Dick would know
the minute you bought your ticket,
If anly I could go—but I'm tied

tersely—almost
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here. And Mr., Harrison is out ef
touch with everything hdre—
everything that might count!”

“There are plenty of péople who
would go—Iif they knew where to
go.,” I said thoughtfully, *“But
after all, my husband knows that
Dick West isn't sittifg with his
hands tied, Jim must realize there
will be plotting and counter plot-
ting here. He won't be taken off
his guard. But something terrific
might happen if we did manage to
find Jim—and- Dick were on ous
trail.”’

“Clearly enough we can't do any-
thing in the line of trying to com-
municate directly with Jim. But
there's one thing I must ask you.
Did my husband know of your
experience with Dick West in the
old days at Tampico?"

“Yes. Because of that he real-
jzed he could trust me with his
affairs,” she replied simply.

Just why I persisted in my ques-
tions, I don't know. But I feit
constrained to go a step farther.
The name of the check Jim had
sent to the office remained in my
memory. Perhaps this was Le-
cause that name had occurred
again In Mabel's story of Dick
West. It may be that the queer
little black script on the check
had burned itself indellably on my
mind.

“Did you tell Jim the name of
the people who flled in your safe
the name Dick West eventually
stole?" I asked. ~

“Why, yves—I1 suppose I must
have. No—I1 don’t believe T did."”

Mabel laughed shamefacedly and
shook her head in puzzled wonder
as she went pn:

“I'm ashamed to have my brain
go suddenly foggy on such an im-
portant detail. But you know how

business men pounce on what

seems salient to them. The name
of the Cordovas, through whom
Dick West finally showed himself
to me and because of whom I was
driven from Tampico, may not
have crept into the story. It may
have seemed a minor detail, I
ean't recall. Do you think it
matters eapeclall?r?”

“Probably not," I replied uneas-
fly. “I suppose I was merely won-
dering If Mr. Harrison had/made a
bee-line for these Cordovas because
of what you'd told hith, or if he'd
merely stumbled across them—as-
he did you."

“He didn't merely stumble across
me, Mrs. Harrlson. We met
through Dick West," replied the
girl half under her breath. “Don’t
ask me to go into details. After
all 1 suffered w becanse
of Dick, I hadn't | Just what

he I, He found
me when I came here and I let
him win my faith again. Mr. Har-
rison stood between me and danger.
That's why I'd die rather than be-
he's Imposed upon

To Be Continued Saturday.

A Stirring Romance of

a Young Sculptor

rYet she carried an odd impres

sion of capacity for feeling, of
emotipns carefully herded and
corfalled. And as her shyneas
vanished and the blood-waves re-
turned less frequently w the
dusky pigments of the cheek hw
found his earlier misgivings slip-
ping away from him. She, her-
sell, he felt, was answer enough
to those misgivings.

S0 the bargain was struck,
and two days later Crystal Cant-
well and her cowhide trunk tied
with rope arrived at Pinee-Brae.

With her advent came a change
to the neglected and musty-aired
house in the midst of its whisper.
ing pine groves. Chaos in some
way became comfort. Even soll-
tude became less oppressive. The
new maid set to work with
peasant - like inarticuleateness,
agreeing to anything which
Storrow, as her master, might
sSuggest, with her large, and
limped eyes resting abstractedly
on his face as he talked to her.
They were not stupid eyes, he
was beginning to see, apd wha:
he had first thoukht of aa thelr
bovine placidity seqmed more the
serenity of a soul Incorruptib'y
at peace with |tself.

But all the while,
merged into Summer,

as Spriong
the Sum-

mer brought its proanise of rul-
filmants, she went about her
tasks apparently fortified by

some large and secret knowledwe.
Just what it was, Storrow could
not guess. He was able to ta'k
to her with less restraint as he
Yecame more accustomed to her
presence there. But she was
never the one to begin these
talks.

She listened patiently, with her
limpid eyes always on his faoe.
In time, she even added a ribbon
to har hijr and fell to consulting
the malil-order catalogues on the
matter of emolllents and under-
wear,

In hot weather she would un-
button her shirtwaisf and roil
down the loose collar, exposing
a whiter fullness of throat and
shoulder.

Storrow caught himself at dif-
ferent times, studying the mild
roundness of that full throat,
with a feeling as remote and yet
as disturbing as the beat of noo-
turnal tom-toms to the children
of the jungle.

(Copyright, 1920, by Arthur Stringer.)

Published by arrangement with Inters
national Feature Service, Ine.)

(Oonilnuod Tomorrow.)
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An Acknowledged
mmm
OR years Mrs. Leighton paid.
rent in a small city apart-
t. Then, without u word
of warning, a relative died leaving
her a six-room house in an attrac-
tive suburb,

Crowding the family of nine into
a few bed rooms when the kiddies
were small, and eating in the
often disordered kitchen might
not be so unforgivable when one's
husband had to-work almost night
and day, but—now that the chil-
dren were older, some even going
to work, Mrs. Leighton decided
that they were going to have ade-
quate gleeping accommodations
and an attractive dining room, so
she deguded to turn part of the
large osllar adjoining the kitahen
into a dining room.

The scheme may be used to turn
any dark, unattractive room into
& plage of cheer in which to eat.
The cellar was finished in the
A carpenter made wooden

frames to Imitate  panels, gnd
these ware set against the sides of

the walls. The room when fin-
 shed was about 18x20 feet. The
"frarges were painted and enameled
in whita, and a light yellow com-
_positiont board much in vogue to-
day, \ C -
The electric wiring was ar-
ranged for side lights. Dull fin-
ished sliver electric candle-holders
were chogen and orange-colored
shades were used.

A parquet flooring was installed.
Two rugs of the same gise were
piaced side hy side on the floor.
The rugs were of a piain taupe.
The ‘furnitire’ was a dull fumed
oak. -

The sideboard was in redlity a

ODD DINING ROOM

HOW ONE WOMAN SOLVED A PROBLEM.
By Loretto C. Lynch

b

rugs and p .the

phonograph. Have you seen these
at the shops? And on many happy
occasions, after dinner in the eve-
ning, the children rolled back the
back chairs

neigh-

E

a chance to have a restfal evening
in the living room above. Games
or parties or any other entertain-
ment dear to the hearts of the

stored My Health

HornellLN.Y. —“Twas |
but there didn’t seem to be any one
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